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No sooner was he laid down than he made his customary prayer to the Blessed Virgin :
a Holy Virgin, Mother of God, which for Thy merits wast exalted alive to Heaven, stretch forth Thy hand full of grace and mercy to me, to lift me up to Paradise ! "
The moment was come which the three companions had been eagerly awaiting in the neighbouring room.
They grasped the rope's end that hung down the partition from the pulley, and scarcely had the good old fellow finished his supplication when at a sign from Buffalmacco they hauled so vigorously on the cord, that the bed fastened at the other end began to rise from the floor. Master Andrea, feeling himself being hoisted aloft, yet without seeing how, got it into his head it was the Blessed Virgin answering his prayer and drawing him up to Heaven. He was panic-stricken and fell a-screaming in a quavering voice :
a Stop, stop, sweet Lady ! I never asked it should be now ! "
And as the bed rose higher and higher, the rope working smoothly and noiselessly over the pulley, the old man poured out the most pitiful supplications to the Virgin Mary :
a Good Lady ! sweet Lady ! don't pull so ! Ho, there ! Let go, I say! " But she seemed